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got the personal thing in your life, the harbour of pride, safe and
sure. It doesn't come to us all." Then he fell back on his stock
consolation just now. "Your danger," he said, "will be content-
ment. It is easier to attack great masses of work if one has a kind
of hunger deep in one's soul." And a little later, still envious, he
said: " Everyone would like to play the part of the junior lead and
be the happy lover. What is the good of hiding what we all desire?
Every man, Rylands, dreams of being a lord of love. That is
what we were built for in the beginning. Our endocrines cry out
for it. Everything else is an adaptation and a perversion."
Compensation! That was his great word. All vigorous scientific
and literary work, he declared, was a "compensatory" effort for
what he called the "fundamental frustration". He made a sort of
melancholy joke about it and said that if we were going to make
everyone healthy and happy and satisfied in the future we might
have to create philosophers and savants by amputating a leg or
forcing the spinal column into a curvature, or some such soul-
awakening mutilation. All that is nonsense fundamentally, but it
expressed his mood.
' Queer that so great a man should have to delude himself by
such inventions. Queer to think how different we are, he and I.
Surely I am as full of- what shall I call it? - public-spirited drive
and get something big and general done, as he is. Surely I am.
But I don't see that I lead a thwarted disappointed personal life.
I don't see that as a bit necessary. Am I not a happy husband and
a happy lover, and rich and free? Where do the elements of
limitation and where does this necessity for sublimation and
compensation appear in my case? He was just ill and sore enough,
I fancy, to think only of himself and to ignore how things were
with me. The truth is of course that he would be a philosopher and
a pioneer of progressive ideas if he had never had a trace of
humiliation in his life, if personally he had been as beloved and
splendid as Solomon in all his glory. But the one thing comes in
happily to nurse the wounds of the other. That is how it is with
him.'
Mrs. Rylands put the letter down for a moment and thought.
Then she looked at certain phases in the handwriting again.
Did Philip get all his heart's desire? Could he ever? How far
was his life too now heading for restraint and self-suppression?
Heart's desire can be discursive and change from day to day.
Should heart's desire be Imprisoned or left free to wander and